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one of my gentlemen had been sold up and another said
he couldn't afford luxuries any more. I dare say I wasn't
as good-looking as I had been. Well, to cut a long story

short, things just went from bad to worse, and the end
of it was I had to put me pride in me pocket and come
up west.

SHEPPEY: I say, what's your name?  You never told me.

BESSIE: Bessie Legros.

SHEPPEY: Oh, French.

BESSIE: Not really. But gentlemen think it is and when they
ask me me name and I tell them Bessie Legros, they get
all excited. Paris and ail that. That's why I took the
name. When I had my little flat in Kennington I used
to call myself Mrs. Gloucester, because my first situation
when I come to London was In Gloucester Place. Very
nice lady, she was, not like some I could came, and I
thought I owed her something.

SHEPPEY: Sort of compliment you paid her, as you might

say.
BESSIE: [Getting ftp.] Weil, I must be getting on the job if I

want to earn my rent. No rest for the weary. My God*

what a life.
SHEPPEY: It's slavery, that's what it is.

BESSIE: So's domestic service for the matter of that. And
in my business, well, it is a bit of a gamble, you know.

SHEPPEY: That 'dps, of course.

BESSIE; You may click and you may not. And that keeps
you going.

SHEPPEY: Look 'ere. I don't W like the idea of you walking
about on an empty stomach. It can't be good for you.
'Ere's five bob. You can get a good meal on that and
there'll be something over in case you want it. [He
two half-crowns out of Ms pocket and gives them to her.]

BESSIE: I scarcely like to take it.